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One 


Josh leaned an elbow on the bar, cigarette in hand, keeping a surreptitious eye on Jesse while holding up his 
end of a three-way conversation On a good night, Jesse was a joy to watch. He could work the room like a pro, 
have three or four boys hanging off him, dying to be the one he chose, the one to leave with him. He'd string 
them all along, keep them guessing, keep them flirting, somehow managing to peel one out of the herd without 


injuring the feelings of the others. Tonight was a good night. 


Somehow Josh always managed to attract the middle-aged fags when they went to a gay bar. They seemed to 
think he was cute and sweet, not intimidated for a minute by his size, laughing at his crassest jokes. Not that 
it bothered him, he happily left the mindless twinks to Jesse. Tonight there were two fawning over him. 
Definitely an item, or had been in the past. Josh's memory was slightly fuzzy on the subject, but he was fairly 
certain the one shouting to be heard now over the thumping house music, the blond, late 40's, was named 
Mark. The other..Chris, or something. He laughed at the right time, drawing on his cigarette with a twinkle in 
his eye. Jesse was getting close, he could tell. Talking longer to one boy than the others, touching him just a 
bit more. Time to make an exit soon, but he didn't want to be rude. He ordered another round of drinks for his 


admirers, murmuring niceties and excuses. 


Chris leaned forward and kissed his cheek as he rose to leave. Mark wasn't satisfied with a polite peck and 


instead kissed him full on the mouth, his papery lips and gently probing tongue almost enough to make Josh 
change his plans. Instead, he kissed Mark back, stroking his thinning hair and saying he hoped they'd meet again. 


Josh met Jesse's eyes across the room before turning to leave. 


Hands shoved into the pockets of his denim jacket, Josh pushed through the front door, turning his head away 
from the wind to protect his cigarette. It was just a few blocks’ walk to the hotel. A decent place in a nice 


neighborhood, too nice of a neighborhood for many people to recognize him or Jesse. 


He walked into the empty room where he and Jesse had spent maybe fifteen minutes earlier in the afternoon 
dropping their stuff off and changing. He didn't need to do much before Jesse came back, just rearrange the 
furniture a bit, make sure the lamps weren't going to shine in his eyes. A cursory glance at the room service 
list told him what he needed to know, and he called down to order up some liquor and champagne at horribly 
inflated prices, and some strawberries for Jesse and his special quest. 


The phone call made, Josh lifted his duffel on to the king-size bed, laughing to himself as he slipped a huge 
multi-colored dildo and an economy pack of lube into the bedside table drawer where Jesse'd stashed his 
condoms. By the time Jesse's card clicked in the door, everything was in place - champagne chilling by the bed, 
platter of strawberries laid out. Josh had his own supply of liquor arranged handily on a table beside his chair, 
and he'd already made a decent dent in a bottle of Maker's Mark. The lights were all focused on the bed, 


Josh's own private stage. 


Their little “arrangement,” as Jesse liked to call it, held a dark appeal for them both, fulfilled certain needs 
polite society didn't quite cater to. For his part, Jesse was quite the exhibitionist, and genuinely got his rocks 
off putting on a show far dirtier than he could get away with on stage, not to mention there was no audience 
he'd rather play for. Josh was merely entranced by the utter debauchery of it all - nameless boys, 
anonymous rooms, himself reduced to a fine pinpoint of glowing cigarette in the corner. It was close to an out- 
of-body experience, him being at once oh so bad while at the same time not doing a damn thing to contribute. 
The boys were always distracted by his presence at first, but Jesse, bless his talented hands and smooth 
Southern ways, had never failed to fully regain their attention, and that was when the show really began. 
There were drawbacks, of course, not the least of which was Josh's over-familiarity with his own right hand. 
But his delight in the utter wrongness of the situation, even in the tension it introduced to his relationship with 
Jesse, outweighed such petty concerns. 


As usual, Jesse backed the boy into the room, distracting him with a hand on his ass and a tongue in his 
mouth, preventing him from immediately noticing the dark figure seated in the corner. The guy was bigger 
than usual, Josh noticed from his vantage point, no taller than Jesse but much broader across the shoulders. 
Already Josh could feel a hard ridge forming in his jeans, and he shifted his hips slightly to accommodate. 
Without missing a beat, Jesse grabbed the champagne out of its bucket while backing the boy against the bed, 
getting him seated. The boy took a look around him, his green eyes a sharp contrast to his dark hair when 
they settled on Josh. Josh stared him down through narrowed eyes, pulling deeply on his cigarette. The boy 
raised an eyebrow, but said nothing, returning his focus almost immediately to Jesse, who had straddled his lap 
chuckling. 


"Don't mind him," Jesse grinned. "He's real quiet, almost like he's not there at all" He leaned back, opening the 
wire cage over the champagne cork and tossing it to the side. He put a thumb over the cork. "What do you 
think, should | shake it for the show it makes popping out, or is that just a waste of good alcohol?" He leaned 
close, teasingly licking the boy's brownish-pink lips. 


Josh missed the rest of the exchange, caught up in his own thoughts. Jesse looked so fucking hot tonight, it 
was all he could do to stay seated. That damn..what was his name? Chris? Mark? Someone. That guy at the 
club had him all worked up before he even got into the room, and now he had to force himself to sit and 
watch. His own self-imposed rule; he would not touch Jesse -- that particular slippery slope was one of the 
few he'd managed to avoid. Now Jesse was pouring some champagne down the pretty boy's throat, purposely 
missing a bit to douse his shirt, apologizing profusely as he skillfully removed the sodden garment, revealing a 
damp, olive-skinned, bare-chested boy. With large tattoos almost completely covering his back. Josh's eyes 
narrowed at the unusual ink, the thought triggering in the back of his brain that this was no limp-wristed 
twink Jesse had drug home. 


The boy was laughing now, a deep chuckle as he tugged at Jesse's skintight knit shirt. "This looks a bit 
uncomfortable, | think you'd better get rid of it." Jesse grinned and happily complied, setting the champagne 
town and peeling the shirt off. Josh felt lust burn sharply in the pit of his stomach as he watched Jesse 
reveal his slender torso, tattoos shining in the warm light. "Mmm, that's more like it," the boy murmured. 
"How about we get moved over a bit here?" He leaned forward and kissed Jesse deeply, pushing Jesse's hips 
off his lap so that he could slide over to the bed, then reaching to tug Jesse after him. He laid Jesse down, 
straddling his hips and loosening Jesse's belt. 


"You are so fucking hot," he grinned, leaning forward to nibble at Jesse's lips. "And | bet you're kinky too, you 
hot fucker. Not every guy just comes in and has his pick of the crowd, you're definitely something special. ls 
that right, are you kinky? Hmm? | bet you like it rough, don't you?" Jesse groaned, and the boy leaned back 

suddenly, sitting up straight, and lashed out with his right hand to slap Jesse hard, knocking his glasses askew 
and his head to the side. Josh was moving before he even registered a conscious thought, surging forward to 


grab the boy around the throat and throwing him to the ground, heart beating hard. 


Half-sitting against the wall, the boy spit, "What the fuck was that about?" He moved to plant a hand and get 
up, but seemed to think better of it after he looked up at Josh. "This isn't your scene, asshole. Who are you 
to Jesse, anyway? Some twisted boyfriend? Or are you the straight guy that just wants to watch two faggots 
getting off, huh?" 


Josh licked his lips thoughtfully, and crouched down in front of the boy. "Who | am to Jesse really isn't 
important to you. What's important to you, right this minute, is I'm the guy who decides if you leave here 
with any teeth." The boy's eyes strayed to the side, looking for Jesse, and Josh clamped his jaw in one hand, 
forcing him to look straight into his eyes. "Don't fucking look at him. This is between you and me right now. He 
doesn't fucking exist to you, you understand? You forget his name, what he looks like, the name of the bar he 
scraped you out of. You got me?" He shoved the boy's head back against the wall 


"l'Il press charges," the boy gasped. 


A sinister grin spreading across his face, hand still clamped on the boy's jaw, Josh replied, "Well, that's an 
option for the future, isn’t it? | know what you're thinking about. Police, lawyers. Those folks are nice. But let 
me point your attention to two things that are far more interesting in the here and now. First, | have enough 
money to bury your ass in lawyers, so good luck with that route. And second, no one is here to help you, not 
right now. Not right now" He tightened his grip on the boy's jaw, forcing the handsome young man's cheeks to 
bunch up beneath his fingers. "So right now, things can either be really interesting for your sorry ass, or you 
can choose the boring, take-your-shit-and-forget-this-ever-happened route." Josh let go of his grip all at 
once, leaving the boy wide-eyed and breathing hard. 


"So what's it gonna be?" Josh inquired nonchalantly, standing back up and fishing for the cigarettes in his shirt 
pocket. 


The boy muttered something incomprehensible, looking at the floor as he gathered himself to stand. 
"Sorry? | don't think | heard you." Josh lit the cigarette he'd pulled from the pack 


Green eyes narrowed, the boy stared at Josh with pure hatred as he pulled himself to his full height and 
snatched his shirt from where it lay on the bed. "I said I'll go," he snapped. 


Almost casually, Josh reached out once more, grabbing the boy's throat and slamming him hard against the 
wall. "Oh, good." He reached his cigarette out to the side for Jesse to take, then used his free hand to slap the 
boy across the cheek, instantly raising an angry red mark. "That's just payback Now get the fuck out." He slid 
his hand to the scruff of the boy's neck, opened the door, and tossed him into the hall, slamming the door 
shut behind him. When he turned, Jesse was sitting on the bed, ankle crossed over his knee and smoking Josh's 


cigarette. 
"| would have taken care of him, Josh," Jesse's hand shook slightly as he reached for an ashtray. 


"I know," Josh replied, grabbing the back of Jesse's head and pulling it against his chest briefly. "But if one of 
us is going to jail for assault, I'd rather it was me." He grinned down at Jesse, leaning back against the wall and 


lighting a new cigarette. "Besides, you would have had to beat the living shit out of him. | hardly touched him." 


Jesse giggled, sounding slightly giddy. He set his boot heels up on the bed frame, his elbows on his knees. "Yeah, 
you're an intimidating fucker when you decide to be." They smoked in silence for a few moments before Jesse 

spoke up again. "Well, that's a whole plan gone to hell" He stubbed out his cigarette in the ashtray and rose to 
his feet, stepping close enough that Josh could feel the heat radiating from his body. "So what exactly do you 

propose to do now that you've chased off my hot little piece of tail?" Jesse arched an eyebrow and plucked at 
Josh's collar. Josh closed his eyes involuntarily as Jesse's thumb brushed his neck. 


"There were these two guys, back at the club..." 


Jesse's laughter cut him off. "Oh, yeah, | think going back there is plan A-numero-uno, brother." Josh felt 


Jesse's warm hands slide down the front of his thin button-up shirt and start undoing the buttons from the 
bottom up. His breath caught and he stiffened as Jesse's hand slipped under his shirt, palm flat against his 
belly, thumb stroking slowly back and forth. "You know | have a much better idea" 


Eyes still closed, Josh placed his hand over Jesse's on his stomach, stopping the stroking. "You know what | 
think of that idea" His heart was beating a little hard as he stood rigidly against the wall, whether from Jesse 
or from tossing that punk out the door, he couldn't be sure. 


"So you'll watch me with every guy | manage to pick up, but you close your eyes when | touch you?" He 
laughed quietly, and Josh felt soft lips press against his. "Look at me, hot stuff" Josh opened his eyes 
reluctantly, looking down at Jesse but refusing to recline his head. "Watch me now." He slipped his hand out 
from under Josh's and continued to unbutton Josh's shirt. "This," he leaned forward briefly to kiss Josh's 
chest through the thin cotton, "is most definitely me touching you, not the other way around." 


Warm, calloused hands slid Josh's shirt off his shoulders. "This," Jesse murmured as he ran his tongue over 
Josh's nipple, "is also me touching you." He straightened to suck briefly on the side of Josh's neck. "Just 
Touching with my tongue, right?" 


Josh let out a small "ah!" as Jesse's compact body ground against his, hips brushing Josh's obvious erection. 


Jesse slid a hand up behind Josh's neck, stroking downward along the tensed muscles with his thumb and 
forefinger. Josh's eyes closed again, and he could feel some of the tension slip from his body. "Relax, baby. | 
don't expect anything from you, you know that. Just a little comfort between friends. Let's keep it nice and 
easy." He slid his forearm behind Josh's lower back, pulling Josh away from the wall and turning him toward 


the bed. Josh allowed himself to be led, and lay back on the bed with an arm behind his head, watching Jesse 
expectantly. Jesse grinned, his whole face lighting up. 


"There is something I've been thinking about for a long time, Joshua" His hands dropped to his already-loosened 
belt, pulling it from the loops ever so slowly, staring boldly at Josh. Josh's eyes moved from Jesse's hands at 
his belt up to Jesse's eyes, and he raised an eyebrow questioningly. "Hmm, so I've got a silent Joshua. That is 
an anomaly. And also a bonus, because | won't be interrupting you when | put my dick in your mouth." He used 
both hands to unbutton his jeans, and unzipped them slowly, sliding them partway down his hips and stopping. 
Josh sat up as though drawn by a magnet, pushing the jeans past Jesse's hips and kissing Jesse's stomach, 


groaning. 


He pushed his forehead against Jesse, sliding the jeans further down and hooking his thumbs in the waistband 
of Jesse's underwear. "So that's, what, you touching me with your dick?" He began to slide Jesse's boxers 
down, navigating the elastic over Jesse's erection, licking the tip as it popped out over the top of the 


underwear. 


"Oh, Jesus," Jesse groaned, and he pulled Josh's head down over his cock, underwear barely low enough to allow 


access. 


Josh's head was swirling as he pushed Jesse back against the wall and dropped to his knees. He no longer cared 
who was touching whom, all he wanted was Jesse fucking his mouth. He grabbed Jesse's ass with one hand, 
kneading and pulling forward, while the other stroked Jesse's balls, drawing a shout from Jesse as he groaned 
around a mouthful of cock. Josh closed his eyes and sucked hard, then started to move his tongue along 
Jesse's length. He tugged impatiently at Jesse's hip, trying to get him to thrust in and out so it would feel 
more like sex. Both of Jesse's hands were on his head now, hands fisted in his hair. "Joshua," Jesse gasped. 
"Jesus, | could watch you do that all fucking..ahhh.." And he began to thrust, holding Josh's head still and 


pounding into his mouth. 


Josh moaned, his own erection throbbing and uncomfortable in his jeans. He dropped his hand from Jesse's ass 
to undo his button and let out the zipper a bit, all the while sucking as much as he could, Jesse's pubes 
starting to drag and scratch his lips. He put a little tooth into it, scraping gently against the smooth skin. Jesse 
cried out as he came, shuddering as Josh tasted warm, salty semen. Josh wrapped his arms around Jesse's 


legs, holding him until the last tremors were through, swallowing and sucking for every last bit. 


When he finally released Jesse's limp penis from his mouth, Josh kissed Jesse's hipbone and stood up. He smiled 
into Jesse's blue, blue eyes and kissed him gently, stroking his hair. "You think you're the only one who can put 
on a show, Boots?" He stepped away from Jesse, tugging his zipper down and sliding his jeans over his hips, 
then sitting on the bed to pull them all the way off. An excited buzz was starting to build in his stomach, the 
little kick of adrenaline he felt when performing. "You go sit in that chair over there," he indicated the seat 
he'd recently vacated with a nod of his head and grinned wickedly. "No touching." He licked his swollen lips and 


winked. "I'll give you something to keep you warm at night" 


Jesse smiled sheepishly as he pulled his boxers back on and kicked his jeans off. He walked a bit unsteadily over 
to Josh's chair, sitting down and settling back, running his hands through his hair. 


Josh, now clad only in boxers, walked on his knees to the center of the bed, stroking his hand over his erect 
penis through the dark cloth. "Is this what you think about when you're fucking all those barflies, hmm?" He 
grabbed himself through his boxers. "I know what l'm thinking about, Jesse," he purred. "You want to know 
what I'm thinking about when | watch you?" He stroked himself again, trailing his fingers out along his full 
length and groaning, stopping as they reached the tip, holding his cock out. "Do you, Jesse? | bet you wonder, 


don't you? | sure as fuck would if | were you." 
"Yes," Jesse breathed from across the room, eyes wide. 


"When I'm sitting in the corner, watching you..." Josh began to pull his boxers off, cool air hitting his erection. 
"When I'm sitting there, touching myself, watching you fuck someone else." Josh closed his eyes, stroking his 
naked cock now, boxers down around his knees. "I imagine l'm directing the action," he whispered. "Imagine l'm 
telling him just what to do, exactly how to touch you, how to make you feel good. When you turn those boys 
over and fuck them, or, god, when you're taking it yourself, |." He swallowed and held out a hand toward Jesse, 
opening his eyes. "Come here." Jesse rose and walked the few steps to the bed, reaching out to take Josh's 


hand. 


Josh tugged on Jesse's hand, pulling him close, forcing Jesse to kneel on the bed facing him. Josh wrapped an 
arm behind Jesse and whispered in his ear, stroking his back. "I don't tell them everything, Jesse. Not even in 
my mind. | never want them to make you feel as good as | can" 


"Josh." Jesse's voice sounded too high-pitched. 


"Shh, | know. Keep it easy, just between friends." He continued to stroke Jesse's back gently, and pulled away 
slightly as he felt Jesse getting hard again "This," he murmured, stroking Jesse's half-erect penis through his 
boxers, "is me touching you." He kissed Jesse hard, biting the other man's lower lip while he tugged at the 
waistband of Jesse's boxers. "Get these off" 


Jesse pulled on the back of Josh's neck, sliding his tongue into Josh's mouth as he dug his fingers in. His other 
hand tugged his boxers down, and he lifted his knees one at a time to slip them off entirely. He pushed against 
Josh, groaning as their cocks made contact. Josh reached down to slide his own boxers past his knees and off 
his feet. "Mmm, that's it, skin on skin." His hand wandered down to the cleft of Jesse's ass, and he smiled 
fondly. "You ain't no virgin anymore, Jesse." 


Jesse laughed easily. "Well, you would know. What's that mean, no more mister nice guy?" 


"Oh, no, I'm going to fuck you very nicely. Nice and hard, face in the sheets, screaming my name. That's what 


it means." Josh smacked Jesse's ass lightly. "So where do you keep your lube?" 


Turning to rummage in the side table, Jesse muttered, "What the.." as he pulled out the enormous rainbow 
dildo Josh had stashed there. He held it up in the light, turning his head to the side to examine it. "This is 
lovely, Joshua. | think | may display it on my mantel at home." He tossed it aside, and started laughing as he 
continued to search in the drawer. "Well, nice. You certainly had some plans, didn't you? | think you could fuck a 
whole football team with this much lube, you sicko," and he tossed the jumbo-sized pack of lube on the 


ground, finally producing his own small bottle from the drawer. 
Josh was grinning widely. "| see how you treat my presents. Some appreciation.” 


Jesse rolled his eyes and placed the bottle of lube in Josh's hand. "Oh, | appreciate. Now pipe down before | go 
find me another cheap lay." He squeaked as Josh tackled him, laying him out flat. "Kidding! Just kidding!" 


"Better be," Josh murmured as he kissed him. "Don't tease me like that, I'll get a whole parade in here to fuck 


you while | watch." 
Giggling, Jesse replied, "Well, we have enough lube." 


Josh drew back, leaning on his elbows and grinning appreciatively down at Jesse. "You are dirty" He reached one 
hand to take off Jesse's glasses, and set them on the side table. 


"You love it." 


"Hell yes, | do. Now turn over." Josh lifted himself off Jesse enough to allow Jesse to turn, and laid back flat on 
top of him, momentarily enjoying the warmth of their two bodies pressed together. 


"Joshua. Homme. You are fucking heavy," Jesse wheezed after a few seconds. 


"Whiner. Joshua, fuck me. Joshua, get off me. Make up your mind," Josh teased, lifting himself up a bit to let 
Jesse breathe. He reached out for the bedside table, rummaging blindly for a condom. Josh dipped his head to 
kiss between Jesse's shoulder blades while his hand searched the drawer, tongue teasing through the baby- 
fine hairs of Jesse's back His fingers closed around the foil packet he was seeking, and he sat back on his 


knees. 


It was a nice sight, Jesse stretched out flat in front of him, waiting to be fucked. Josh slid a hand down the 
gentle curve of Jesse's ass, squeezing and releasing. "There's something | want to do, Jesse." He ripped the 


condom wrapper with his teeth, and began the process of rolling it over his erection. 


Jesse stretched and turned his head to the side, resting his cheek on the white sheet. "Mmm-hmm. And l'm 
waiting right here." He ground his hips against the mattress. "Not so patiently." 


"No, not so patient. Me either." Josh squeezed the air out of the tip of the condom, fingers stroking down the 
swollen length of his cock. "I don't want to stretch you, Jesse. | want to watch you take it all at once." As he 
spoke the words, Josh's heart rate increased and his sight narrowed to the slim body in front of him. He 
leaned closer, sliding his heavy cock to rest in the cleft of Jesse's ass, even that light contact drawing a moan 
from his lips. The burning lust in the pit of his stomach returned with a vengeance. "I don't want to go easy 
with you, Jesse." He began to move his hips slowly, dragging his cock back and forth along Jesse's smooth skin, 


waiting for a response. 


Eyes closed, Jesse let out a soft breath. Josh stroked a hand down his back, pressing firmly. He wanted to 
calm Jesse a bit, but maybe not too much; better to leave a little thrill of fear and anticipation. There was a 


deliciousness to being on the very edge of all right. 


"Can you do that for me, Jesse? Will you take what | want to give you?" Josh was trembling now, eyelids 
heavy, strongly willing himself not to go ahead without permission Both hands roamed Jesse's back, moving 
over his shoulders and into his hair, then back down again, swirling patterns of comfort and lust. He watched 
as Jesse's breathing grew deeper and deeper, saw the internal struggle to relax. Leaning forward, Josh spoke 
softly. "I ain't gonna lie to you, Jesse. | will hurt you." Jesse nodded, eyes still closed. Josh continued to move 
his hips slowly, straightening up, throwing his head back and licking his lips. "You need to talk to me, lover." His 


voice came out throaty and choked. 


"What am | supposed to say to you? ‘Yes, | feel like bleeding for you today?" Jesse drew a shaky breath, 
letting it out slowly. "There's no point, Joshua. You know I'd bleed for you every day." 


A fog settled over Josh's mind at Jesse's words. He reached for the bottle of lubricant almost blindly, his head 


abuzz from lust mingled in something very akin to panic. With trembling hands, he emptied far too much on 
himself. He wiped away the excess and positioned himself right against Jesse's entrance. "Jesse," he groaned, 
and thrust forward once, pulling hard on Jesse's hips to hold him still. Instantly engulfed in unbelievably tight 
warmth, he arched his back, shouting. Jesse screamed through gritted teeth and slammed his forehead down 
onto the sheet. "Ah," Josh gasped, "ah, just a little, Jesse. Just a little more." Josh dimly heard Jesse choke 
back a sob as he shakily thrust just twice more, and then Josh was coming and it felt like a freight train, all 
his energy, all his self centered on one tiny pinpoint; like he would black out while his scream reverberated 


from the walls in that bland little room with only Jesse to hear it. 


Josh didn't realize his eyes were closed until he opened them to look down at Jesse's shaking form, at Jesse's 
blood already staining his hip. He reached down to touch it, warm and red and alive. Slowly, he began to 
withdraw, but Jesse's hand planted suddenly on his leg stopped him. "Wait now. Just be still a while" Josh 
nodded, not clear-headed enough to realize Jesse couldn't see him, and he grasped Jesse's hand, squeezing it 
silently. He watched as Jesse wiped his face with his free hand, then wrapped that arm over his head, hiding 
his face, and began to cry silently. Josh moved to pull out again, Jesse's hand still holding him firm. 


"Jesse?" 


"Shut up for a minute, Joshua. Just be still" Josh nodded again, settling for stroking Jesse's back softly, over 
and over and over. When he slowly began to pull his hips away for a third time, Jesse didn't stop him. He pulled 
the bloody condom off, tossing it to the side, and lay down next to Jesse, gathering the smaller man up in his 
arms, then rolling to pull Jesse on top of him. He kissed Jesse deeply, tasting salt though Jesse's eyes were 
now dry. His tongue roamed Jesse's mouth as he cradled the other man's head in his hand. Jesse pulled back, 
breaking the kiss and looking down at him with an expression Josh had never seen before on his face, 


something like confusion and sadness. 


Josh reached up to stroke Jesse's cheek, and Jesse broke the silence. "Don't you ask that of me ever again, 
Joshua" Josh nodded slowly in acquiescence, eyes never leaving Jesse's. "Never again. | want you to promise me 
you won't, because if you ask again I'll do it again and | don't think | can stand that" 


Josh pulled Jesse's head down to kiss him again, licking and biting his lips. He shifted slightly, rolling Jesse off to 
the side and wrapping his arms around him. "I will not. | promise you. But," he whispered, leaning close and 
gently kissing the corner of Jesse's mouth, "if you ever..feel like you might want to do that again, | also 
promise | will not question or tease you.” Jesse blinked, then leaned forward and returned the kiss. "Come on 


now, we need to get you cleaned up, sweet thing.’ 


